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ADVERTISEMENT. 


H E Writer of the following Ode is fo obſcure 
| in his ſtation, and of ſo little conſequence in the 
world; that it would be the higheſt preſumption in him 
to imagine that his name would add any weight to the 
ſentiments he here profeffes. He is no * hireling cour- 
& tier,” neither is his Muſe *© venal :” he never aſked, 
or received a favour from any Great Man: he has the 
cauſe of Liberty warm at his heart ; but he knows that 
even Liberty cannot exiſt without various ſubordinations 
under one ſupreme authority, and that the protection of 
the Laws of our Country demands in juſt return obe- 
dience to thoſe Laws. 


24 May, 1779. 
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MynEN Athens bade ſome hallow'd ſtructure riſe, 


With all the rich magnificence of art, 
On golden columns glitt ring to the ſkies 
The ſplendid Portal claim'd the foremoſt part ; 
Crouds, as they gaze, the perfect work admire, 


And catch from Honour's temple Honour's fire. 


So when the Muſe, intent on Britain's fame, 
To Britain's Genius builds the lofty rhyme,” 
Pleas'd in the front to place her Gxansr's name, 
She bids it proudly ſtand its height ſublime : 

Applauding Virtue owns the juſt deſign, 
And hails her as the Goddeſs of the ſhrine. 


* Pindar. vi Olymp. ode. 
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| Thy 
} Jr Ve potent, foul-commanding ſtrains ? 
Where is th' enraptur'd Muſe of fire, 
Who this tartarean yell diſdains, 
And greatly juſt to Britain's cauſe, - 
Her trampled rights, her lighted laws, 

Juſt to her injur'd Sov'reign's honeſt fame, 
Dares to the face of Faction ſay, 

« Hence, fiend, no longer blot the golden day |” 
And boldly from (2) her quiver'd 
The glitt'ring ſhafts of Muſic fhow'rs : 

At her bleſt voice, her heav'n-enkindled flame, 

Back to her ſtygian cave the fiend ſhall fly, 

And from her ſickly dews relieve the burden d ſky. 


L 2. 
Wed it her voice? (3) or on my foul 
Does ſome enchanting phrenzy play ? 
Methinks I hear the notes now roll, 
| Now fink on panting gales away; 
Now ſwell they on the raptur'd ear, 
And teſtify the goddeſs near: 


(1) Walid dre. Pindar. 

(2) Pindar. ii Olymp. ode. 5popn2 ©. 

(3) Auditis? An me Judit amabilis 
Inſania ——Hor. f Ui TS iv ode. 


HERE are you, (1) monarchs of the lyre, 
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Haſte then, (4) the gates of Harmony throw wide, 


To you the pow'rs this taſk aſſign, 


You, that have ſouls attuned to notes divine, 


A ſmoother, purer way prepare, 
To Britons rolls the golden car: 


Each oak-crown'd foreſt nods with hardy pride, 
And, as the wave-waſh'd cliffs applaud around, 
Old Ocean lifts his head, and liſtens to the found. 


L. 4 
„ Genius of Britain, hear 
The menace frowning on the tyrant's brow, 
Who bids indignant Freedom bow, 
And groan beneath the galling chain, 
Tis thine with honeſt firmneſs to diſdain : | 
Tis thine, devoid of fear, 
To vreſt the faſces from the ruthleſs hand, 
And ſave a bleeding land. 
Nor leſs, when uproar loud and tumult wild 
Midſt the miſdeeming vulgar riſe, 
And leud miſrule, ſedition's child, 
The golden curb of legal power defies, 
*Tis thine to check the boiſt'rous tide, 
And bid its rage ſubſide : 


(4) Pindar. vi Olymp. ode. cee, g. 
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To fix (5) fair Order's ſtable ſeat is thine, 
And near her throne her radiant ſiſters place, 
Juſtice, the ſtate's firm guardian, view'd with awe, 
And Peace of milder grace, 


Pleas'd as ſhe ſees her well-earn'd riches ſhine, 
The golden daughters theſe of wildom-breathin g Law. 


II. r. 


She (6) in the breaſt of heav'n's great king 
Obtains her hallow'd ſeat on high ; 
And thence her righteous mandates ſpring; 
| Her voice the world's ſweet Harmony: 
Oer all things wide extends her ſway, 
And men and angels homage pay ; 
The greateſt bend with rev'rence-at her fhrine, 
The meaneſt feel her gen'rous care; 
And all, for all her juſt protection ſhare, 
On her their gratefull cares employ, 
The mother of their peace and joy: 
No diſtance breaks this intercourſe divine, 
Nor ſilver-flowing Thames obedience knows 
More than the torrent rude of Suſquehana owes. 


(5) Pindar. xiii 3 ode. cod, a, 
(6) See Hooker's Eccleſ. Pol. Book I. ad fin. 
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II. 2. 


. . „ 
Genius of Britain, where, ah, where 
Breathes now this voice of Harmony : 
Thy lawleſs ſons no more revere 
This firſt-born daughter of the ſky ; 
But Diſcord, on his iron car, 
Rouzes the madding North to war. 
Fierce from their rugged wilds with lavage) joy 
Th' inſidious parricides advance, 
And gainſt the parent's boſom point the lance : 
To chace her commerce from their ſhores, 
To plunder, or lay waſte her ſtores, 
To ſeize, t' oppreſs, to torture, to deſtroy, 
Rebellion dares to rear her horrid head, 
And all the flames of war with impious fury ſpread. 
Nis: of ici hh 
Haſt thou a ſon ſo baſe, 
So loſt to virtue, juſtice, honeſt ſhame, 
So dead to Britain's awefull fame, 
Whoſe foul indignant does not glow 
To hurl her vengeance on this ruffian foe ? 
| Ah), hide the foul diſgrace 
The Hydra, Faction, rolls her venom'd train 
Through Albion's wide domain; 
Diſcord, with mad, confus d, malignant roar, | 
Uſurps calm Wiſdom's ſacred ſeat ; 
War-honour'd heroes feel her power, 
And naval chiefs the horrid cry _— ; 


| h [ 8 ] 2 
The Dove of peace, her lore forgot, 
| Screams the hoarſe Raven's note; 
The holy Prelate nods his mitred brows: 
E'en the ſweet Bard, once (7) tunefull to complain 
That Iſis taught rebellion to her ſons,” 

In harſh and boiſt'rous ſtrain 

Paid to this Giant Deity” his vows, 
This © Spirit of the deep,” this © Brother Sov'reign” owns: 


N. . 


Where, when the wide- eneroaching Gaul 
Shook each pale province with alarms; 
And ftretch'd from Montmorenci's Fall, 
To conquer and enſlave, his arms; 
When Peace and Commerce wing'd their flight ; 
When the wild Ohio with affright, 
Saw on his banks the Gallic forts extend, 
And roll'd his waves with humbled pride, 
Where did this Giant Deity reſide ? . 
| | Too weak his ſuffering ſons to fave, 
4 is This boaſted Sov'reign of the wave 
| Low in the duſt at Britain's throne could bend, 
* Aſking the aid of thy parental hand 
To curb th' inſulting foe, and vindicate the land. 


(7) See Ifis, an Elegy, by Mr. Maſon. 
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Nor, Britain, did he aſk in vain : 
| Inftant thy hand is ſtretch d to fave ; 
Thy terrors ſhake th' aſtoniſh'd main, 5 
- Thy arms the proud invaders brave; FM 5 
Boundleſs for him thy treaſures flow'd, * 
For him was ſhed thy deareſt blood; 
For him thy conqueſts ſpread from ſhore to ſhore; 
Thou gav'ſt him ſafety, gav'ſt him peace, 
And bad'ft his commerce riſe, his ſtrength increaſe. — 
Ye ſons of Britain, ſhall his pride, 
Thus with the faithleſs Gaul allied, 
His parent, guardian, fov'reign own no more? 
Unite, be bold, awake the gen'rous flame, 
Your injur d Country calls, riſe, and aſſert her fame! 
III. z. 
Rejected Mercy ſighs, 
And to avenging Juſtice yields her ſeat. 
Be then in thought, in action great, 
With ſtorm be ſtorm, be fire with fire; 
The daring times as daring deeds require. 
His madneſs to chaſtiſe, | 
Genius of Britain, let thy awefull hand 
Spread deſolation o'er his land; ; 
Rend from his graſp the trident of the wave, 
And, whilſt his ſhores thy thunder ſhakes, 
| B Bid 


lens 
Bid him no more th' Atlantic brave, 
But ſcourge hun howling to his inmoſt lakes. 
Haſt thou no Chiefs, alive to fame, 
That glow with Britiſh flame? 
Thou haſt : that ſacred flame ſhall never die; 
The rude ſtorm wakes it to a brighter blaze: 


Theſe thy juſt rights, thy glories will ſuſtain; 
And Gaul with wild amaze | 


Through all her ports ſhall curſe. her vain ally, 
Whil& conquering Britain reigns ſoleSov' 1 of the main. 
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